Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
from some rash enterprise. It was different now. His foes
had made it a matter of honor.
"I would not have you rust here in idleness," she said
rapidly in her guttural and eloquent Italian. "I would
rather with my own eyes see you perish by the sword than
to refuse to fight for what your foes have wrested from
you;" She paused sadly as if fearing she might be ac-
tually invoking his destruction; then, "Go, my son; and
Our Lady of Victories, the God of righteous battles and
honorable men, be with you!"
It was really her last admonition on earth to her son,
for the next day there was no time for parting messages.
Before sunset, Pauline's little landau, drawn by two
shaggy hill-ponies, and with its step so low that it suited
her elegant indolence, drew up on the cliff-road before
the Palace of Windmills. The three entered, with Generals
Bertrand and Druot following on their horses, made the
circuitous descent of the precipice to the shore where
were assembled in solemn platoons his three hundred Cor-
sicans, ninety-nine Polish Lancers, and the six hundred
of the old Imperial Guard led by the faithful Cambronne.
He directed the embarking of the silent legions;
there was one last embrace and a whispered, "You gave
me a fortune; I saved it for you; send for it when you
have need, my son"; and he was rowed to the brig. He
climbed the ladder; halyards creaked through the blocks;
the yards of the brig and the lateen spars of the two
feluccas swung round; the sails bellied; and they came
up into the wind and sailed for the invisible coast-line
north.
His old dapple-gray Marengo pawed the deck in the
waist; in the old military gray greatcoat, resurrected,

